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MME. LARDIN DE MUSSET. PETITE SGEUR 





Portrait de Mme. Adolphe de 
Musset, par Alfred de Musset, 
son ne\'cu 



Portrait d'Alexandre de Musset, 
par Alfred de Musset, son cousin 

From Le Monde Illuslre, Paris 



LETTERS TO EMILIE 

(on the topics of her time) 



AlU'ERE you not astonished, Emilie, 
^^ by the death of Mme. Lardin de 
Musset? Not because it is surprising 
that she was mortal, but did any one 
suspect that Alfred de Musset had in 
our day a sister still living? I knew her. 
She lived in the rue Trouchet. In her 
salon there hung framed drawings and 
caricatures made, by her brother — by 
Alfred. For in this house no one said 
Musset. Every one said Alfred. George 
Sand was detested there because of the 
pain she had caused the sensitive poet. 
Observe that, for my part, I am rather 
of the opinion of Paul Meurice, who said 
to me one day: 

"You know the sufferings of Musset. 
One must not take them too seriously. 
His curses were after the fashion of his 
time, and his time was romantic, exalted, 
exaggerated. One swore by hell and 
damnation for nothing. Musset's tre- 
mendous outbursts of wrath are made 
largely of rhetoric. He took the tone of 
his time."' 

It would not have been necessary to 
say that to Alfred's sister. With the 
most touching fraternal piety she put 
Alfred above every one. Alfred was 
handsome, distinguished, sober, man of 
fashion, brilliant conversationalist, spir- 
itual, and steady. Yes, steady. 

''When we lived in the quai Voltaire," 
she said to me, "he always went to kiss 
our mother on coming home before he 
went to bed.*' 

Mme. de Musset, the sister, was a fine 
musician, a pupil of Chopin. Often she 



has dissipated the clouds from the fra- 
ternal brow by playing on the piano, like 
''Lucier 

And, like Lucicy she now reposes under 
the gentle shade of the willow in the 
cemetery. 

She looked like Musset. The sculptor 
Mercie, when he made the bust of the 
poet, posed the sister for the eyes. They 
were the same. There are family eyes. 
You know the pale blue eyes of the 
Orleans? The Musset eyes were very 
handsome. Alfred's were, and those of 
the "Petite Soeur," who has just died, 
and of Paul de Musset, whom he called 
Paolo, and of his aunt Mme. Adolphe de 
Musset, and those of the son of this 
aunt, Almire de Musset (what a romantic 
name !) or Alexandre de Musset. I send 
you with this letter portraits of Alex- 
andre, the cousin, and of Mme. Adolphe, 
the aunt, drawn by Alfred. They are 
taken from the exquisite album which 
belongs to the son of Mme. Lardin de 
Musset, M. Lardin de Musset, the dis- 
tinguished chief magistrate of Indre-et- 
Loire, whose daughter. Mile. Alice de 
Musset, writes charming verses, as if in 
her flashed a spark of the poetic fire of 
her granduncle. 

We looked over together the precious 
album of caricatures by Alfred de Mus- 
set. I regretted that you were not there. 
It is a pleasure becoming ever more rare, 
as ''Petite Soeur" does not like to show 
them and they are little known. Here 
are caricatures of all the family friends. 
There are several likenesses of George 
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THE LOTUS MAGAZINE 



Sand, a little idealized by love. "Petite 
Soeur" is enraged by them, for she detests 
this woman. She said of the sketches : 

"She is too pretty! No one shall see 
them again!" 

There are the Alfred and Sand, with 
their long hair; a Sand hides her face 
behind her fan and only shows her eyes, 
which were very beautiful; or, again, on 
the Venice boat, Alfred, frankly seasick, 
and George, indifferently smoking a ciga- 
rette and regarding him ironically. Stend- 
hal, big and fat, grasping his umbrella; 
while near a brook, with his trousers 
turned up, you may see the valiant Toto 
fishing with a line — ^Toto who since that 
time has changed his child's trousers for 
the embroidered ones of the chief magis- 
trate of Tours. 

This collection of drawings is an illus- 
trated biography. Documents of this 
kind become more precious as the de- 
scendants become fewer and fewer. Out- 
side the Lardin de Musset family, who 
preserve the traditions, there is only one 
survivor among those who have been 
near to Musset, and that is his old gov- 
erness Adele Colin, now Madame Mar- 
tellet, whom one could still see, only a 
short time ago, in her clock-shop in the 
Faubourg Saint-Honore. She lives at 
present in the rue de Dudas, on the 
proceeds of a tobacco-shop at Bolbec, a 
present from Napoleon III. 

I did not intend for a moment to com- 
pare a modest governess and this wonder- 
ful woman "Petite Soeur," so intelligent, 
so distinguished, so interesting, who now 
reposes under the shade of the willow. 
Ah ! if you could have known her ! What 
a delicious, pretty, chic old lady she was ! 
How her mantilla, resting upon her curly 
white hair, became her! How her con- 
versation sparkled with reminiscences 



and anecdotes! One would never tire of 
listening to her. 

Now this sympathetic voice is silent. 
"Petite Soeur" is no more. 

She was eighty-five years old, twenty 
years less than Madame Robineau, whose 
hundred and five years astonished Doctor 
Metchnikoff, and who went to see her to 
find out her secret. He hoped to find the 
bacillus of long life, but the more-than- 
centenarian did not reveal her recipe. It 
is barely possible she did not know herself 
how it was done ! 

The curiosity of physicians has never 
been so awakened. At present Doctors 
Landouzy and Brouardel have just given 
the diagnosis of a famous poisoning case 
which has heretofore remained a mystery. 
It is not the Syveton affair. It goes 
higher. It is that of Henrietta of Eng- 
land, Duchess of Orleans, known by the 
celebrated phrase of Bossuet: "Madame 
is dying! Madame is dead!" Dead of 
what? There it is! She was said to 
have been poisoned by the contents of a 
little carafe hidden in a wardrobe. Tu- 
berculosis has also been mentioned. Our 
doctors have gone over the case, and 
Doctor Loignel-Lavestine has pronounced, 
with decision, appendicitis, thus confer- 
ring nobility upon this long-vexed ques- 
tion. 

Experts have used up such a quantity 
of dogs that they are becoming rare and 
high-priced. Fleas, also, naturally. I 
have heard of a rich collection of fleas 
belonging to a Rothschild. One would 
have to be a Rothschild to buy his fleas. 
He pays high. He has just offered 
fwenty-five thousand francs for two Si- 
berian fleas, a rare species. At this price 
one would be almost willing to have 

them on one. 

By Freneuse. 
From Le Monde Illustre, Paris. 

(Translation, Lotus Magazine.) 



